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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Pearl cobwebs in the windy rain, 

in only a flicker of wind, 

are caught and lost and never known again. 

A pool of moonshine comes and waits, 
but never waits long : the wind picks up 
loose gold like this and is gone. 

A bar of steel sleeps and looks slant-eyed 
on the pearl cobwebs, the pools of moonshine ; 
sleeps slant-eyed a million years, 
sleeps with a coat of rust, a vest of moths, 
a shirt of gathering sod and loam. 

The wind never bothers . . a bar of steel. 
The wind picks only . . pearl cobwebs . . pools of moon- 
shine. 

TANGIBLES 

(Washington, August, iqi8) 

I have seen this city in the day and the sun. 
I have seen this city in the night and the moon. 
And in the night and the moon I have seen a thing this city 
gave me nothing of in the day and the sun. 

The float of the dome in the day and the sun is one thing. 
The float of the dome in the night and the moon is another 

thing. 
In the night and the moon the float of the dome is a dream- 
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whisper, a croon of a hope: "Not today, child, not 
today, lover; maybe tomorrow, child, maybe tomorrow, 
lover." 

Can a dome of iron dream deeper than living men ? 

Can the float of a shape hovering among tree-tops — can this 

speak an oratory sad, singing and red beyond the speech 

of the living men? 

A mother of men, a sister, a lover, a woman past the dreams 

of the living — 
Does she go sad, singing and red out of the float of this 

dome? 

There is ... . something .... here .... men die for. 

NIGHT MOVEMENT — NEW YORK 

In the night, when the sea-winds take the city in their arms, 
And cool the loud streets that kept their dust noon and 

afternoon ; 
In the night, when the sea-birds call to the lights of the city, 
The lights that cut on the skyline their name of a city; 
In the night, when the trains and wagons start from a long 

way off 
For the city where the people ask bread and want letters ; 
In the night the city lives too — the day is not all. 
In the night there are dancers dancing and singers singing, 
And the sailors and soldiers look for numbers on doors. 
In the night the sea-winds take the city in their arms. 
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